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"No, thank you," exclaimed Nikolai quickly. uBut
couldn't Vesovshchikov do it?"
"I might speak to him about it."
"Do. And teach him how."
"But what am / to do?"
"Oh, we will find work for you."
He sat down at his desk. She stole looks in his direc-
tion as she cleared the table, and noticed that the pen
shook in his fingers. Sometimes the muscles of his neck
jerked, and when he threw back his head and closed his
eyes she could see the trembling of his chin. This worried
her.
"It's ready," he said at last, getting up. "Here, hide this
paper somewhere on your person—but if the gendarmes
come they'll search you too."
"They can go to the devil," she answered complacently.
That evening Ivan Danilovich, the doctor, dropped in.
"Why are the authorities so upset all of a sudden?"
he asked, pacing quickly up and down. "They searched
seven houses last night. Where's my patient, eh?"
"He left yesterday," answered Nikolai. "Today is Sat-
urday, and he couldn't miss his study circle."
"That's foolhardy—to sit in a study circle with a bro-
ken skull...."
"I did my best to talk him out of it, but I couldn't."
"You can be sure he wanted to show off. 'Look at me
—been wounded already!'" said the mother.
The doctor threw her a quick glance and frowned in
mock severity.
"What a hardhearted creature you are!" he said.
"Well, Ivan, there's nothing to keep you here, and
we're expecting guests. Get out! Nilovna, give him the
leaflet."
"Another leaflet!" exclaimed the doctor.
"Yes. Take it and give it to the print shop/'
"I've taken it and I'll give it. Anything else?"
"Nothing else. There's a spy standing at the gate."
"I saw him. There's one at my door too. Well,.good-

